"Why not?"

Fra^ois hesitated, cast a hurried glance at the
scene taking place in the next room, at poor Claire
who had collapsed on her mother's lap. He could see
the dressmaker's hand lying along the girl's neck, a
hand to which idleness gave a rather ridiculous look.
"I want to go to sleep."
"I don't."
"Why not?"

"My Aunt Marthe sleeps in the same bed with me.
She has nightmares, and her mouth keeps on making
a noise like she was blowing through a hollow tooth.
Then she scratches herself, it's her arms tickle most.
She says that life scratches at her like that. What
have you got in your pockets?"

Fran?ois smiled. He took from his trouser pockets
some letters, a handkerchief, two cigarettes, and an
advertisement for cough-drops.
"Haven't you got any objects?"
"What do you mean by objects?"
"Things, real things. I have. I've got a top with
feathers, some nuts, a wooden spoon for eating ices
with, and a cinema ticket. Have you a treasure of
your very own?"
"No."

The boy seemed sad. He looked up. His eyes were
now bright and reassuring. They were blue and
showed with particular vividness in contrast with
their black lashes.

"Would you like me to give you what I've got in
my pockets?"

Francois thanked him, but politely refused the
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